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H E following Lines were written entirely 


to amuſe a leiſure Hour, and to allure the 
Mind from Scenes not altogether pleaſing, ' 


without the leaſt Intention of making them Pub- | 
lic—till kindly ſolicited by my Acquaintance I 


venture to publiſh, and tho' I have not the Vanity 
to appear as a Candidate for Fame 1n the 3 
World, yet J confeſs an ardent Deſire of giving 


Satisfaction to my Friends, upon whoſe Partiality, 


and Candor of the Public I rely; believing that, a 
firmer Baſis to fix my Hopes upon than any Apology 
in my Power to make: conſcious there's much to 


be forgiven. 1 
J. GRIFFITHS, 
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Hope. 
Dedicated to the Public. ; 


d 4 Eforts ook ain Hertel Nine, 
To ſing the Praiſes due to Hope divine. 
Ye candid Few—who may my Lays peruſe, 
Oh! let the Subject for the Verſe excuſe. 
Hail, Hope divine! hail, thou Celeſtial Fair! 
From Heaven ſent—to mitigate our Care: 
Impartial Comforter, —and gen'ral Friend 
Thy warm enliv'ning Beams to all extend. 

Thy Powers the mighiy Monarch's Woes aſſwage, 
When Wars alarm, or Party- Factions Re. 
Thy Balm can eaſe the Captives galling Chains, 
And ſooth the Lover's keen corroding Pains. 


Bleft 


And labouring Peaſants half forget their Toil, 
When black Afflictions unrelenting 15H, 


Vour Smiles the friendly Port I hope to gain- 
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16 45 
Bleſt wil thy Charms,—the chearful Ruſtics ſmile,” 


Thy chearing Rays revive the drooping Soul. 
What—tho' loud Boreas {wells the briny Waves, 

And Amphitrite her troubl'd Boſom heaves, 

Tho' toſs'd by Wind and Tide—yet chear'd by thee, — 
A diſtant Shore, with verdant Hills we ſee. 


While we Life's fluctuating Ocean ſail, 
Now Hopes—now Fears—alternately prevail. 
Like thoſe the Sailor feels, —while on the Main, 


Then would my conſcious Breaſt elated glow, 
And future Lays, in grateful Numbers flow. 
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Lines addreſs'd to MR. WHITE, I 
| OcuLisT, Birmingham. 


OR 10 VE the Muſe—who thus i in artleſs Lays, 
{ To thee O WurrE! her grateful Tribute pays. 
: To thee, next Heav'n—my Thanks ſincere I owe; 
2 For thou reliev'ſt what Heav'n did firſt beſtow. | 
Oh! how immenſe the Bleſſing of the Eyes! 
The Loſs half felt—inſtruas me them to Prize. 
Guided by them, the flow'ry Lawns we tread; 
And view the Fields with rich Profuſion ſpread. 
With them we trace the ſilver-volum d Stream, 
Or catch the Beauties of Aurora's Beam: 
With them admire chaſte Luna's ſilver Light, 
Or mourn her Abſence in drear Winter's Night. 
Guided by them, each Tint the Artiſt tries, 
To ſtrike the Judgment, and the Soul ſurpriſe: 


He 


- TT 
He marks his Piece, revives each Touch he gives, 
Till, on the Canvas the lava Haro lifes... ..... 
With them we read the ſoft Poetic Song, — 
Immortal MILTOx, THoMPSON, POE, and YouNG: 
| Whoſe Heav'n born Numbers, as they onward roll, 
Win coy Attention, and awake the Soul. 

In vain, my Muſe! in vain thy Force affails, 

To ſpeak of WHITE thy Elocution fails; 
Words loſe their Force, they cannot reach Deſire, 
Let Him reward who did the Will inſpire. 


[9 ] 
Anacreontic, 


Inſnbtl to Mr. | p. fend 
: Upon aſking the Author, why She did not treat upon War. 


\ NJ Y HEN. the Jim of Fame fra far 
Tells the great Exploits of War, * 
1 My Boſom glows with martial Flame 
For E LIOTT's Valour RSO DN ENS Fame: 

While their Deeds my. Breaſt We 

Rapt, I firike the 'plauſive Lyre: 

| Every Effort try to raiſe rig 7 fi Srl} © me 
Encomiums to the Victor 5 Praiſe. . 2] 0 
_ the jaring Wire exclaim s:: it 
Loud Exploſions — Ships in Flames! e * 
* See among the mangled Dead in a1 
* The nervous Youth—the hoary Head; 

* See beyond th' Atlantic Main 


* Mars with boundleſs: triumph el ee 
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[ 10 
Still the wrangling Wire reſounds: 
Ravagd Vineyards, —flaming Towns, — 
Hapleſs Widows, —guſhing Eyes,— 


Orphans Screams—and Virgins 2-588 


Trumpets ſounding Colours flying, — 
Banners falling—Heroes dying! 
Dying Groans, —and claſhing Spears 
Stun the lordly Victors anne G6; i 3 
Mangled Bodies—frightful Scars,----  - 
Theſe the dread Exploits of Mars,— 
Roaring Cannons—Balls of Fire|---- ' 


Trembling, now I drop the Lyre: 


1 rankly own, I ſtrive in vain 


To touch the high Pindaric Strain; 
II my martial Taſk decline, 3 
Rural Muſe—my Lays are thine. 
I purſue my native Themes, 


Golden Villas —ſilver Streams 5 


Social Vallies lonely Cells 
eee d Hills—and . Dells——- 


i I 


{and 


| 1 Peay 3 flow'ry Plains— 


Roſy Nymphs—and faithful Swains) 


Farewel Victors—farewel Mars. 
Dear bought Wreaths—and hoſtile Jars— 


Honour be the Hero's Meed— 
I'll attune my artleſs Reed— 


Sing of fair Reavona's“ Plain, 


Where ſoft Peace and Plenty reign; 


Far from ſtern Bellona's Harms 
Free from all—but -Love's Alarms: 


A Paſtoral. 


O M E Shepherds, and view the ſweet Spot, 
Kind Fortune has giv'n to my Share 
When tir'd with the Toils of my Lot, | 
How ſweet this Aſſylum from Care. 


| ”" River near Birmingham. 


[ 12 ] 
Kind Heaven has bleſt me with Peace— 
Fair Plenty her Bounty beftows,— 
My Flocks are all well, and increaſe— 


And ret bloom 164 Woodbine, and Roſe, 


I've planted the 1 pine 


I've planted the Laurel, and Bays — 
The Lark, and the Linnet combine, 
To charm my pleas Ears with _ Oy 


As ſoon as the Sun freaks the Faſt 

| Their Notes fly on Zephyr's ſoft Breeze 
For which on my Fruit they may feaſt — 

Or ſhelter their Young on my Irees. 


Fell Envy ne'er preys on my Breaſt— 
Ambition my Soul never fires— 


Gay Health, and Content are my Gueſts— 


And Reafon rules all my Deſires. 


Then 


. 
Then not the wealthy diſdain— 
Nor think this my Boaſting amiſs— 
 Tho' humble my Station and mean, 
The great Ones may envy my Bliſs. 


8 3 
"ap Bog 8 
e 12 1 


2 n 1 

8 5 AER 3 
r 7 8 

. "OR FO IH 


« OSS wel EROS, 

r r, 5 

. 
. 


— * ” 8 
75 7 8 e * 3 
7 <= W beta 8 e e 
= 750 T 


Ve Vot'ries to Pleaſure, and Pride 
ve Slaves to Ambition, and State 


*F If Life you would happily glide, — 
7 Go ſeek for ſome rural Retreat. 


. 
+ ai wh 7 . e 


* 2 Soo off 3 


1 | Where Peace her ſoft Banner diſplays— 

Where Truth, and Simplicity reign— 

Where Innocence chearfully firays— 
And Plenty enriches the Plain. 


Were Health, —blooming Virgin reſides 
And where the fair Muſes are ſeen— 

Where liberal Freedom preſides— 

And Friendſhip enlivens the Scene. 
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Inſcribed to a F riend.- SED 


GAIN my Hand attempts to rike the Sud 
{ Oh! could my Boſom catch poetic Fire! 5 
5 Oh! for a Pen, pluck d from an Angels Wing! 
Then Friendſhip's ſacred Theme I'd ever ſing. 
Or could my Words with Sappho's Softneſs roll! 
Or had 1 Mirror's Force to wake the Soul! 
Tho' vain my Wiſh—yet ſtill my Boſom glows— 
And heartfelt Gratitude unbounded flows — 
Nor {kill'd in Numbers, nor adept in Praiſe— 
Yet what my Heart * Hand 9 
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There was a Time, Wen be it neter fargot! | 
| When dire Oppreſſion ſeiz d my halpleſs Cot— 
When keen Affliction pierc 'd my penſive Breaſt, ---- 
And Peace, and Plenty, were no more my Gueſts— 
When balmy Sleep forſook my weary Eyes 
Nor were my Mornings bleſt with ſmiling Skies: 
I found no Softneſs in the Wood-Lark's Lays,--- 
Nor even Nature's _— Charms could pleaſe. --- 
__ _ Sweet 
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= Sweet ſocial 1 no Joys impart— Z 
Nor Muſic's powerful Numbers ſoothe my Heart. 
When ſhort ivd Pity did my Sorrows view 

And like the Levite from the Scene withdrew— 
'T was then, bleſt Friendſhip! firſt thy Worth I knew. 
1 Then didſt thou bid thy ſov'reign Balſam flow — 
XZ To eaſe my Pain and ſoothe my heartfelt Woe. 
hy well tim'd Counſel did my Griefs conſole, — 
Revive my Heart, and chear my drooping Soul. 
| +] Oh! for an Angel's Language, to impart 
IX The rapt'rous Feeling of a grateful Heart! 

My Sorrows flew—pure Friendſhip fll'd my Breaſt— 
Let thoſe, who know the Blefling, judge the reſt. 

Oh! bleſs—ftill bleſs me with thy Pow'r ene 
In every Situation ſtill be mine! 38 
* To thee, each Year, Ill tune my artleſs Lay, 
on And at thy Shrine, the grateful Tribute pay. 
3 Ves, each revolving Vear, to thee III ſing.— 
| While Life's warm Fluids in my Boſom ſpring. 
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/ An Elegy. 


J \ ( 71 H EN Twilight grey had ſpread 50 dulcy Veſt, hos 
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And all the tuneſul Tenants of the Air 
Had ſung their Veſpers, and retir'd to reſt, 
With bounding Fawns, and Colm's weary Care: 


When Fear's dread Spedires f "A their Caves e | 

And croaking Ravens bid the Peaſants ue. 
When Fairy Elves join in the myſtic Dance, 1 
And little Sow Form light the feſtive Crew: - 


Beneath an DAE Oak 8 e Shade, cc 
Whoſe Arms expanded. caught the floating Gale. — —_ 

Was fat Fidelia, fair, but hapleſs Maid,---- 0 
Who thus in ene Numbers breath d r Tale: 


5 «Why drobrs my Soul! ? Ah! ] why's 3 d d: 7 
Why feels my Boſom theſe afflictive Throes? | 
Oh! for a Flood of Tears to eaſe my Breaſt,---- 

Or give my tortured Mind a ſhort repoſe. i 


* 


Why 


1 


DDr 


14 


1 17 1 3 
Why penſive tread the gay enamel'd Lawn? 
Why view untouch d the Beauties of the Eaſt, 
When Day's bright Orb illumes the Infant Dawn ? 
Beauties Which uſed my wond' ring Eyes to feaſt. 


When ſolemn Night aſſumes her aweful Reign, 


And Stars reſplendent Adoration: pay. 
When Luna's mild Refulgence lights the Plain, ON 
No peaceful Slumbers round my Temples play. 


Nor vernal Bloom, nor aromatic Bowers, 


Nor ſprightly Fancy with her painted Veſt, 
Nor Muſe, who us'd to wing my vacant Hours, 
Give one calm Tranſport to my anxious Breaſt, 


When faithful Lovers with the happy Fair, 


Enraptur d move to Muſic's magic Powers. 


1 to ſome unfrequented Spot repair, 


And waſte in joyleſs Solitude my Powe 4 | 
BE C. | ve 


1 


Ve feather'd Warblers £ the tufted Grove, 

Tho' ſweet indeed your Love-taught Numbers roll, — 
Ye ſtrive in vain, my penſive Breaſt to | move,— 
Attune my Mind, —or harmonize my Soul. 


Say. does Ambition on my Vitals prey? 5 

Or ſighs my Grief-worn Breaſt for pompous State ? 
Where titld Shadows Adulation pay.— 
And votive Suppliants croud the ſculptur d Gate. 


Does Laura's Elegunce or benutious Face, — 
Or gay Augufta's ſplendid Birth-Night Veſt, — 
Or fair Belinda's Eaſe and pleaſing Grace, 

Bid meagre Envy rend my tortur'd Breaſt? 


Ah! no! far diff'rent Grief my Breaſt alarms! 
Evander's Abſence cauſes all my Woe! 
Would Heaven reſtore him to my faithful Arms, 
Theſe Pains would ceaſe, and pureſt Tranſports flow! 
- =" Back 


2 19 | 
Each Heaven-born 3 in his Boſom glows, — 
Each lib'ral Art adorns his noble Mind, — 
Swift from his Tongue ſweet Elocution flows, — 
His Form's engaging, —but his Virtues bind. 


Not all the Jewels, that adorn the Great, — 
Nor all the Treaſure of the orient Shore, — 
Nor all the ſumptuous Pageantry of State, 
Without Evander, can my Peace eine 


Oh! was he mine, his 0 Seat would please 
Enraptur'd I'd from Pomp. and Noiſe retire, 

With placid Peace, and unaſpiring Eaſe! 

And wake to grateful Themes my ſleeping Lure. 


: Tranſporting Scene! go, from my Mind depart, — 
Go, vapouring Hope! no more delude my Breaſt; 
Oblivion, hide his Image from my Heart, x 
Let Sorrow die, and 6 Anguilh ſink to Reſt, * 


54 


| 7x 3 
450 18. Paſtoral. 
H 0 8 Swe: the clear Stream from my / Eyes 


Thus throbs my fond Boſom with Pain, - 
Soft Tumults inceſſantly riſe, 
Since STR EPHON s no nen "—_ Swain. 


} 


The = ers ie _ | 88 
All blame me the Loſs to dep lor; 
Ab! had they my STREPHON e er ſeen, 


| Indeed ey would blame me no more! FP 


Fair Nature has form'd him Rs 
His Manners are eaſy and free; © 
| His Song too is artleſs and ſweet; | 5 
"me 8 comet to all—but to me. 
He l mild as ik Breath of Was Morn, ; 
When Zephyrs ſteal ſoft thro” the Trees, 
1 And Nature's fond Tear decks the Thorn: 


B [1 No wonder the Shepherd could pleaſe ! 


Ro [210 | 
How ſweet Oh how 1 were my Days, 
When oſt times amidſt the gay Throng, 
He bid me proceed with my Lays, 
And ſtoop'd to be pleas'd with my Song! 


1 How oft from the Vill we retir'd! 
1 Ihe Meads did we chearfully ſtray! | 
4 The Bounties of Nature admir'd, 3 


Or prais'd the gay Beauties of May! 


Where, charm'd with the Notes of the Birds, 
Or 'lur'd with the murmuring Stream, 

In ſooth I was pleas'd with his Words: 
So ſweetly he dwelt on each Theme! 


Ye Wood-larks, who round him did throng, 
And mutually join in his Lays, _ 
Go plaintively chant o'er your Song : 


No more can your Harmony pleaſe. 


[ 22 4 

My eee they wander alone 
No longer they peacefully feed; 

They all with their Shepherdeſs moan, 
And Uiſten 1 in vain for her Reed. 


With me let the Seaſons be 

Let Nature no longer be gay; 
And Flora's ſweet Offspring no more, 

With Beauty enamel the May. 


Tho STREPHON, to me 1s ſevere, 
The Virtues till lodge in his Breaſt, 

The Virtues I ſtill muſt revere, 
(Ah! Virtues but rarely poſſeſs d!) 


May Plenty his Lambkins increaſe; 

May Health from his Springs ever How : 
His Heart feel the Bleſſing of Peace, 
And Sorrows like mine never know! 


2 BE 
But ſhould fickle Fate be unkind; WE, 
Should Winter's ſtern Froſt kill his Bees, 
His Corn-fields lay waſte: and the Wind 
| Deſtroy the fair Buds on his Trees: 


Should Death ſrom his Flocks take the Chief, 
1 Door even the tendereſt ſpare, 
$ I'd fly to my Shepherd's Relief, 

1 Nor reſt till I've ſoften'd his Care. 


Tho' hapleſs the Vallies I firay, 

No longer of Comfort poſſeſs'd; 

To Heaven for him will I pray, | 
As long as Life flows in my Breaſt. 
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A Song. 
| HEN th beet Lark aſcends the Air, 
And trills her matin Lay, 

And bright Aurora mounts her Car, 
And ſheds refulgent Day: 1 

N When Morning's kind maternal Dews 

Revive the verdant Lawn, | 


And op ning Buds their ſweets diffuſe, 
All Nature hails the Dawn: 


Tis then beſide the well- lord Brook, 
The ſkilful Anglers—they _ 

With luring Treat and baneful Hook, 
The finny Tribe betray: 

In devious Wilds they often try 

Io find the latent ſtream, 

Where Trouts, bedropt with crimſon Dye, 


Steer from the ſcorching Beam. = 
| 5 . While 


tal 


White thro' their native lucid Bed, 


In harmleſs Shoals they ſteer, 


With ſportive Glee their Fins they foready 


Nor think their Bane ſo near: 
With ſlender Line the fraudful Treat 
The crafty Anglers lay; 


| With Joy they feel them take the Bait, 


Then ſeize their helpleſs Prey. 


FE lovely unſuſpicious Fair, 


This friendly Counſel hear: 


When Men the Form of Lovers wear; 


Expect ſome Danger near. 


While ye, with feeling Hearts, bewall £ 


The Tenants of the Brook, 
More baneful Snares your Peace aſſail; 


Beware the fatal Hook. 8 
D . Should 
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Should well-feign'd . * Flatt ry Join d, 
The flow'ry Carpet ſpread, 
If pow 'Tful ye th' Attraction find, 
Be cautious how ye tread. 
While thro' Love's ſlipp ry Paths ye glide, 
Let Reaſon point the Way; 
And cautious Prudence be your Guide, 
While Youths gay wilds ” ſtray. 


But ſhould a Man your Heart addreſs, 
By Love, and Honour ſway'd, 

Whoſe Mind does ev'ry Grace poſſeſs, 
To Church then let him lead. 

When Hymen's Rites your Hands combine, 
Would you be bleſt thro' Life, 

With Smiles, and ſweet Compliance, join 
The Miſtreſs, and the Wite. 


* 
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g May. 
E T letter d Bards, in lofty Verſe, 
The great Exploits of War rehearſe, 
Praiſe Deeds the Sons of Mars have done, 
What Cities raz d, or Battles won, 


While J attempt in ruſſic Lay, 
To ling the Praiſe of fragrant May. 


© 1 Let others in exulting Strain, 
Parnaſſus mount, or Pindus feign, 

Or ling of Jaſon's golden Fleece, 

Or once fam'd Rome, or ancient Greece : 
Come Rural Muſe, inſpire my Lay, 
To ſing the ſweets of fragrant May. BT ON | | 


Let others praiſe the Indian Lands, | 
Where Ganges flows o'er golden Sands, | 
While / 
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While I admire the rich-fraught Thames, 


Or praiſe the Kennet's rapid Streams, 
Or Rea's* luxuriant Borders ſtray, 


And view the Sweets of en May. 5 


Let "ER add 0 Wealth and state. 
Still on the Great and Noble wait: 
Contented with my humble Lot, 
While Health and Freedom bleſs my Cot, 
I'll grateful bail each new-born Day; 


That ſhows the Sweets of fragrant May. 


Let Belles and . their Moments walie 
In gratifying Pride or Taſte; 


Let them the ſplendid Circle range, 


Each Hour the Scene of Pleaſure change, 
While with Paſ/ieva blithe and gay, 
I taſte the Sweets of fragrant May. 


Enchanting 
* A River near Birmingham, ö 
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Enchanting Nature, peerleſs Maid! 
Now roves the green embow'ring Shade, 


Now wanders o'er the Corn- rob'd Hill. 
Now trips beſide the Moſs-bank d Ril: 


From gay Parade, and Pomp Tl ftray, 
For Scenes like theſe, in fragrant May. 


How pleaſing looks the verdant Mead, 
The Broom-clad Steep, the flow'ry Glade! 
Where while the ſportive Lambkins feed, 
My dear Paſieva ſounds his Reed; | 
And we, to ſhun the Noon-tide Ray 
Retire beneath the fragrant May, 


 Favonius breathes a ſpicy Gale 

From ev'ry Hill, from ev'ry Vale; 
Clear Rills, in lambent Windings, flow 

Amidſt the verdant Landſcapes flow; 

While round my peaceful Cot I ſtray, 

And taſte the Sweets of fragrant May. 


See 


e 
See clover Fields in purple Veſt . 
And Brakes in ſilver Bloſſoms dreſt; 12 8115 | TTY, 
Gay Cowllips gild the-decadows dir; 1h ns wro7 
And Vi lets ſcent the ambient Airr:r: 
| | My Boſom glows, when I ſurvey = hears x | 
The lovely Scenes of fragrant May 1 ß 5614 


The Lawns I view, the Paths I tread, 
Are all with rich Exub'rance ſpread : | 
And while my Shepherd joins; the Lyre | 
To Chaunt of Birds, —harmonious Choir! 
My Muſe ſhall add her. grateful Lay, 
And ſing the Sweets. of fragrant May. | 
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Moſt happily we ſpend: our Time! 
Our Breaſts are free from Care and Crime; 
No Strife we know: all we conteſt. Tn 
Is who lov'd firſt, or who loves beſt.  - 
Tho' Youth. and Beauty glide away 
Our Love ſtill blooms— like ' fragrant May. 
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O w Phcebus darts his vertic Rays, 
N And ſoft Fauonius faintly plays, 

I'll ſeek ſome Grot, or ſhaded Seat, 

To ſhield me from the fervent Heat. 

While I my ruſtic Reed attune, 

To ſing the Sweets of n June. 


Come Rural Muſe, be thou a Guide, 
While I the chequer'd Landſcape glide; © 
O wrap thy Vot'ry in thy Arms, 
And ſhow me all thy native Charms ! 
With thee I'll ſweep the dewy Lawn, 
And greet the roſy-finger'd Dawn; 
With thee thro' trackleſs Wilds I'll ſtray, 
And all thy latent Haunts ſurvey, | 
Where Field-Flow'rs ſhow their pretty Bloom, 
And wild Thyme ſheds its ſweet Perfume; 


_—_ 


o 1 hy votive Suppliant's Pray'r ! 


'Tis thine to ſoothe, to Toften Care; 
'Tis thine the penſive Mind to cheer, 
To cheriſh hope, to baniſh Fear; - 


Nor will the blithſome Day ſeem long. 
Till Larks have done their Ev'ning Song, 


And Philomela's plaintive Strains 
Flow ſweetly oer the diſtant Plains. 
When Luna ſheds her ſilver Light, 


And Fancy takes her airy Flight, 
Then with poetic Eyes, I ſee 
Sylvanus fit beneath a Tree: 


And hear him tune his ruſtic Lay, 


While Fawns and Satyrs round him play. 


The Nazuads leave their lucid Bed, 
And ſwiſt along the Meadows. tread; 
The Dryads and Pomona | meet 

With Ceres gax, and Hora ſweet; 
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tan. 
the tairy Elves attend their King, 


And dance around the myſtic Ring. 


Again I greet the Infant-Morn; 

And ſweep the Dew-beſpangled Corn; 
Enraptur'd hear the Woodland-Song. 

And ſee the fleecy Larhbkins throng. 
Fach Scene I catch my Muſe inſpires: 
Striking Viſtos '\—hallowed Spires! 

Soft purling Rills, and clear Caſcades ! 

Fine open Lawns, and breezy Shades! 
Light-bounding Fawns, and neighing Steeds ! 
Cool Moſs-bank'd Foutits, and flow'ring Weeds 
| Shrub fringed Margins = limpid Streams a 
Theſe all my unaſpiring Themes! 

Allow me here, ye Pow'rs, to rove, 

Secure from ev'ry Care but Love. 
Well-pleas'd with Nature's imple Charms, 


No Thought of — my Breaſt alarms; oy 
* iet 
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Careleſs round the Sweet - brier play; 
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Let Fortune' s Rays on others ſhine, 
Be Peace and faithful 21 aa mine ! 


See kiere the cluſt'ring Woodbine gay, 


See there the Roſe with graceful Mein, 
Of Flora's fragrant offspring Queen! 


Behold the trifling Butterflies, 


Bedeckt with Summer's gaudy Dyes, 
Idly fleet from Flower to Flower, 


Dependants on a ſhining Hour: 


In them let lovely Hebe trace 

The tranſient Beauties of her Face, 

But little more than painted Air; 

O may they not engrols her Care! 

Ah ! deign ye beaut'ous Fair to hear 

This Counſel —humble, and ſincere : 
When Beaux ſweet Adulation pay 
To Charms, that with your Youth decay, 


(5 4 
With Prudence ſhun the ſoft Deceit, 
And all their ſpecious Arts defeat. 

The noble Breaſt, which Virtue warms, 
Is ever won by mental Charms. 
Tho Beauty may awhile controukys- 

Yet innate Virtues bind the Soul. 
Be Virtue then your firſt Deſire, 
May She alone your Breaſts inſpire ! 
Tho' Pleaſure call, her Arts deſpiſe, 
Sil: emulate the Good and Wile. 
Virtue alone can Bliſs ſecure, 


Her Paths are Peace, —her Joys are pure. 


But, while thus coolly I reflect, 

O may I ne'er myſelf neglect! 

Be vainly wiſe, nor gravely wrong, 
Nor moral only in my Song! _ 
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(#61. 
A Song. 


HE vital Flowers, how fair their Hue 


When Delia thought her Damon true ! ! 
The vocal Birds too charm'd her Ear 


80 Ab as Damon ſeem'd lincere. 


Beſide yon' Brook his Lyre he ſtrung, 


His Truth, and Delia Praiſe he ſung : 


Well-pleas'd She lent a liſtening Ear, 
And pally e the Swain ſincere. 


But ah! ſhe ſaw the fickle $waith 
With Hebe trip along the Plain; 
She ſligh'd—and dropt a jealous Tear, 


Leſt Damon ſhould not prove ſincere. 


Again She thought the gentle Vouth, 


; Inſpired with Love, and bound by Truth, 


Would give her no more Cauſe to fear, 
So wipd away the jealous Tear. 


But 
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But ah! beneath the bloſſom d May 


She heard the Swain to Hebe ſay: 

*+ Deign beauteous Nymph my Vow to o hear 
1 ſwear I 11 ever be . N 
Then Delia Knees with Tremwar ſhook, 
Her Hand unnerv'd let fall the Crook, 
Nor could She check the flowing Tear, 
To find the Shepherd infincere. 


Attentive to her melting Song 


The Wood land Nymphs around her throng, 5 


All drop a ſympathizing Tear, 
For well they know her Love ſincere. 


Ye feather'd Warblers tell the Swain 
Her fervent Love, her ceaſeleſs Pain; 
Perchance he'll ſhed a pitying Tear, 
And own the Nymph was too fincere, 


. 58 4 
The firſt Attempt on a Divine SubjeRt. 


H O' ſprightly Fancy' 8 Aid 4 often court, 
And with the Rural Muſe delight to ſport, 
From fam'd Sabœa fetch the ſpicy Breeze, 
And plant Heſperzan Fruit on Albion Trees, 
With willing Heart I quit ch amuſive Lyre: : 
O would ſome nobler Grace my Soul inſpire! 
Tis great JEHOVAH'S Praiſe I mean to ſing, 
But touch with trembling Hand the ſacred String. 
'Twas He who form'd this great terraqueous Ball, 
Vales, Mountains, Rocks, and Seas, the glorious, All! 
Saw it was good, and bleſt the beaut' ous: Whole. 7 
He bade the Globe in liquid Ether roll, 
With genial particles enrich d the Earth, 
And gave the vegetable Nations Birth. 
He bade the Streams with ſcaly Stores abound, 
And lovely Nature robe the new -· made Ground 1 
With fragrant Flow rs, gay Shrubs, and lotty Pines,. 


Fair Cedars, knotty Oaks, and gen 'rous Vines,” 
Dark 
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- Dual Woods, and latent Caves for Beaſts of Prey, 

While gentler Flocks o'er flow'ry Paſtures play. 

He bade the Sun his chearing Rays diffuſe, 

And Morn's prolific Womb emit her Dews. 

He bade the Moon diſplay her ſilver Light, 

And crown'd her Empreſs of the ſolemn Night. 

He bade the Stars o'er-ſtrew the azure Plain, 

And vivid Planets glitter in her Train. 

Each ſhining Orb proclaims his plaſtic Skill, 

Extols his Goodneſs, and performs his Will. 

My Heart exclaims, when I theſe Wonders ſee, 

Word, what is Man“! who, favour'd thus by thee, 

Not much inferior to an Angel ſtands, 

And all terreſtial Beings he commands; 

But honour'd moſt by Reaſon's Godlike Rays, 

To know, and ſing his mighty Maker's Praiſe ! 
When Sol's firſt Rays illume the Infant-Dawn, 

And Nature's foſt ring Tears bedew the Lawn, 

To gracious Heavn I'll raiſe my ſuppliant Voice, 


But leave to God the Meaſure, and the Choice. | 
Secure 
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secute i in his Deciſion will I reſt. 
What God ordains moſt certainly—*is beſt”, 

But for the Gifts his bount'ous Hand beſtows, 
Health, Freedom, Safety, Peace, and calm Repoſe, 
Thanks—Thanks fincere, ſhall from my Boſom riſe + 
Accept, my God, the grateful Sacrifice. 

O may my Breaſt e er glow with filial Awe, 
And future Life proclaim thy righteous Law ! 
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